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HE following Satyr was. communicated to us by a Gentle- 
man who wrote it fome time fince ; but the Occafion of 
it being ftill as crying as. ever, the Clamour againft the 
Stage, ‘tis thought it may now be both ufeful and diverting. 

We would, by no means; countenance’ what is amifs in the prefent 
Conftitution of the Theaters ;- we are fatisfied there’s Matter enough 
for Cenfure, and a great Neceffity of Reformation’; but we do not think 
it our Bufinefs to fet up for Reformers; and a little Modefty would have 
made thofe Gentlemen,...who have ,attack’d them, fay the fame. 
We would ask the moft noify. of the Enemies of the Drama, Whether 
‘tis not convenient, that thofe who have. a-great deal of time lying on 
their Hands, fhould have fome ufeful Recreations invented for them, to 
help take it off ?. And if ‘they, will grant me that, I will ask another 
Queftion, What’ can’ be trore inftruétive than-the regulated Stage ? If 
they anfwer, *Tis:itnpoflible'to regulate it, .as they feem to.infer from 
their Argumerits againtt it; we have-done..with them, till. they give 
Security that the Caufe fhall be ae upon that Iifue. - 
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The Mafes Mercury, 








The STAGE. Vindicated 
A SATYR. 


es a 4 ' . _§ ; 
| Hat Madnefs has poffeft this [narling Age, 
To rail at Wit, and dama ti’ tnftructing Stage ? 
Who are thefe rade Reformers, who pretend 
The Manners of the Britifh Mufe to mend ? 
. Look ver the Lift, and name me if youiedn, : 
A Fuft, Ffadicious, and Impartial Man: © ° 
The beft of thefe Declaimers are but Tools, Bed: 
Set up to-vindicate the Caufe of Fools... | 
Hypocrify from Satyr’s Lafh to skreen, 
And cover Vice from the correcting Scene. a 





In Athens, we are told, the Wife and Great 

Believ’d a Stage the Bus’ne/s of the State ; 
Their Treafares they exhaufted, to fupport’ 
The Pomp and Splendor of the Mufes Court : 
Not Xerxes his snuumerable BY | . 
Which ftretch’d from Alia to the Attick Coaft : 
Not all their Conquefts oer the Realms around, 
More Riches coft, or made ’em more renown*d, 
Poets and Plays weve then thé Rulers Care, 
Nor was the Prieft-more' rev? rend thaw the Play’r, 
Nor és the Stage re/petted than the Chair. 

The Bards by. Leffous. of Eternal.Trath . 

Delighted and.snform’ a the Grecian Youth. 

Not the four Cynicks with their rigid: Rules,. »., 
~ Nor the Grave Ethicks of the Sages schuols 3) 
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forthe Moothof DUW,.1707- 
, SO, fitted thein Alpining Souls, for Fame, >... 
‘And fla em mith true jHeroigk. Flame. 
For that Inftruction, which with Pleafere” 5 Jean 
Infinuates tt felf into the Mind; 
While the dry Precepts of. the. Chair: whee 

And that. which grves Offence mill never neds 
Are Coll---r and his Crew in fuch Efteem, - 
That we muft raze our Theaters for them? 
Let thofe who bid the wicked, World. Reform, | 
Firft. foew.their Zeal is chaft, as well aéwarne's 
Who take. upon them.to Refie&, faauld. be. <4 
From. all Occafion, of Reflection, FEBe ei ° 
I laugh to hear.a.common Cheat. declare. 
Againft the Lewdzels of. «Play, of Play.  : 
To fee “ prowd Abfolving.. sbnveh preterdy....\ 


‘ i 
" ; . i 


That. Haynes mas, not JO 00d: 4 Saint as. Beiend « 


Or a del Vicar, ¢a,aaproue his. Eft, < tg] 
Two.thoufand bawdy, Lexts: prodyce in Print ; 
As if twas Something ‘that deferv a ger Praife, 
For Priefts, ixftead of Pool,.to.(tudy. Bayes. 
"Tus plain thetr. fallen. Souls are,fo unclean, 
That ewry thing they koueh becomes ob bfcene ; 

For he who on the Stage was but a Feft, 

Grows, by thetr Magtck;,.to, a) stadia Beaft : 
So deadly is the Poyjon of their.Pens,. 

It turns to Filthine{s. the, faireft Scdaeas ne 
For as‘the.Graud lixit,. waeaxe bOldy 0 
Converts the courfeft Metals. into.Gald ; : 
So thefe File. Gens’ NETS, ‘by a furer Charm 

The brighteft Vi Arte into Vice transform. 


Suppofe ‘fomesPlays healtthcen Profane. and Lewd, 
Is that an,.drgumént that none are. g00d %,.,. 

And whewra Pree? 5 Licence-ts. too frrong;y, 
Or 4s’ the Art ov Autifiin the wrong? 
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Why Jay you not the Jame of other Men? 


And’ Parfons, as they teach the People, live ; 









The. Mufes ‘Merttiry, °° >” 
But oh:! the Players ave debauch'd; What then? 





You drink, you'deal, and at the Temples pray, 
With fuch as are no- better Saints. than they. 
Who for Religion has the lefs Refpect, r 
When Priefts the Duties which they preach neglect. 
We sake not at the Preacher's Life Offence, 

If by his Learning we are taught, or Senfe : 
Truth, from whatever Hand it comes, ws [fill 
The fame, did ever pleafe, and ever will 

We mind not what he does, but what he fays, 
Nor how the Player lives, but how he plays. 
When Vice grows ev’ ry where into Difgrace, 
And Reformation # no more Grimace; 
When High and Low: [ball good Examples give, 
The Players will, we warrant, dothe fame : 


- For C uftom is in fault, and Cuftom is to blame. 


Eet ev'ry, Man at Home the Change begin, 

And fee if by themfelves.they ll dare to fin : 
"Til then at Poets, or at Play’rs to rail, — 

Is trifling all; for Fafbion will-prevail. 


Tho’ Bedf----d is of Cant and Nonjen{e- full, 
Coll----r, we own’s as pert as he is dull , 
Yer both of them we equally de/pife, 
The Sophif?’s Quibbles, and the Canter’s Lies. 
Are thefe before the Antients to be heard, 
And wretched Sophiftry to Wit prefer’d ? 
Is Coll---r’s Pertne/s a fuffictent Plea 
To ruin Socrates’s ete 
The Wifeft of his Time, the beft of Men, 
Delighted in a moving artful Scene. 
Euripides be honour’a with his Praife, 
And lov'd the Poet, and approv’d his Plays. 








for the Month of "Pulp, 1707. 
The Sage the vileft of Affrouts had born, 

And feen his Innocence abus'd with Scorn; 
His Perfon, Character, and Name profan’d, 
When. Satyr fod like a Tyrant reign'd, 

Tet greatly he the Poets Spleen difdain'd, 
And never of the dang’rous Stage complain'd : 
For confcious of his Worth fublime, he knew 
A ‘feft would injure none, unle/s "twas true. 


Did Ariftotle dream, or Horace doat, 
When Rules for the Dramatick Mafe they wrote ? 
Are Lelius and Scipio’s Names fo mean, 
They hawe not Credit to fupport the Scene ? 
Do’s Cefar’s high Example nothing weigh, 
Who was himfelf the Father of a Play ? 
Did Tully from the Confuls Rank defcend, 
To own the Player Rofcius for his Friend? 
Did the fam’d Hero’s of that glorious Age, 
Demean themfelves to fiudy for the Stage? 
Or are we wifer, or more virtuous grown, 
To rail at Labours they were proud to own ?- 
Religion foould, you fay, our Souls hes 
And all our Foys be like our Hopes, Divine: 
What was to them, is not.to us allow'd,” 
To Idols.and Mechanick Gods they bow'd, 
But Vertue yet and moral Good they knew, 
And taught thofeTruths that will be always true ; 
Nor did they Vice or wicked Wit allow, 
But what was Reafon then, is Reafon now. 


The Clergy are you fay abus’d, you jeft, 
Can any Man abufe. a wanton Pricft ; 
A drunken Vicar.ts.his Gown’s Difgrace, 
And Fattion ill becomes a Preacher’s Place, 
Uf any fach there are, the Church difowns 
The Race, unworthy tobe fiil’d her Sonse 
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orThe: Mafea.Mercarys 4) ic’ 
We can't enough ecpoferthe Proud, aud Lewd,” 
Nor can we praife enough the Wie ana. Good ; 
Thefe. as Heav’ns pO hg we {bow d revere, 
But who will in the Caufe of thofe appear; 

And tho.the reverend Robe we muft regard, 

A Coxcomb fhou'dn’t for his Cloth be fpar'ds .. 
Good Wits, like Fudges, when a Parfon’s play d, 
Before they lah the Man, the Prieft degrade, 
Reafon and Decency have fet the Rule 

To fave the Function when they fhew the Fool : 

A Sot’s a Sot, whatever Name. he wears, 

And Trappings cannot hide an Affes. Ears; 

The W’ife and Sober are from Satyr free, 

But Sots and Coxcombs are her Property: 

The Good have nothing from the Stage to fear ; 
The Bad muft mend, or.we {ball meet em there. 
Folly, no Matter, whofe nonterwd, and Vice 

Have ever been. the Poet'slawfal Prize... 


But Virtue, you, object, is ftill reproach'd, 
And all the foining Characters debaych'd;  \ 
The Men of Wit and Breeding are profane, 
And ¢en the Women impudent and vatits . 
The Dorimants aad Belionds whore and fwear, 
And * Harriet’s as falle as fhe is fair. 
The Bufine/s of the Stage is to.expofe . . 
The Vain and Vicious, whether Belles or. Beaus : 
And how {hall we their Faults or Failings gues, 
Unlefs their Manuners.they by Words exprefs 5 
But Coll---r fhowd of all have taken Care, 
The Crime which was his Monarch’s Crime, .to fpare ; 
Thofe Characters of shich his Friends complain, 
Are the true Pittares of that glorious Reign... 











* Harriet she Charatter of a File in Sir Fopling. Flutters.. ‘ L : 
y | ; Ove 











for the Morithof Falp, 1707. 
Love was the Modey thé ready may.'to Wife, | 
And Favour the profafe Reward of Kice\,'.. 

The Poets were:too fond to parchafe Fame, 

The ‘Town corrupted, and the Stage the fame; 
The Bards will do like others, and the Fault 

Is theirs who would be pleas'd,. and not.be taught. 
Truth had been thought too favage and fevere, 
And they were loth to write what none would hear ; 
"Twas then that the Dramatick Wits were told 
Their Ladies muft be free, their Lovers bold ; 
Then nothing could be taking, nothing good 
That was not very vicious, very lewd, 

The Prince was of Sir Courtly pleas’d to fay, 
It wanted Smut, and that woud damn the Play. 
With Pride the Poet his Reproof receiv'd, 

The Fault was mended, and Sir Courtly liv'd, 
When Kings upon the Bards fuch Laws impofe ; 
Do thefe deferve to be condemn d, or thofe. 
Kings ore the Theaters extend their Sway, 

And Poets paffively like Priefts obey, 

Fudge right, and to its Rife the Scandal trace, 
Who gave the Penfion, and confer’d the Bayes. 

If Limberham was lewd, the Lawreat knew 

For ‘whom he wrote, and what with him would do ; 
If Virtue would have pleas’d, the Men of Wit 
Had falln on Vice, as they to footh st writ 5 
They err’d, but yet their Artwas fiill the fame, 
And thofe that tempted ’em to err, to blame. 


? 


Again you cry, the City is expos’d,: 
And Secrets of domeftick Wrongs dzfclos’d ; 
Cuckolds are made, and wealthy Kyights abus a, 
And Ladtes of dsfboneft Joys accusa, 
The caretul Merchant is a Scoundre! wade, 


A Balk to Bufine/s, and a Slur on.Trades. 








































The Mufes Mercury, 
Thus Induftry and Dealing are difgrac’d, 

And Idlene/s and vain Profufion praisd; 

The Man that thrives is treated like a Cheat, 

But Prodigals extoll’d as truly great ; 

His Worfbip vails, and takes tt in Difdain, 

 Lohave his Farr affronted, and his Chain. 

Tis rude indeed, and we fbou'd better know 

The Duty we to Wealth and Titles owe ; 

No matter if the Mifer racks the Poor, 

And beats the Beggar from his {patious Door ; 

No matter if my Lady jilts the Kpight, 

The Scandal may from Envy rife or Spite : 

But ts*t impoffible to find a Knave 

As cruel as he’s rich, as falfe as grave? 

And cou dn’t we, if st were allow’d us, name 

A fondling Husband, ana a faithle/s Dame ? 

A fcraping Father, and a Spend-thrift Son, 

Or Damfel by too hafty Love undone ? 

Or vain Coquets to Gourtly Airs pretend, 

Or rob the Cuckold to enrich the Friend ; 

Or wealthy Widow wedded to a Rake, | 
Or blooming Maid to her Embraces take, 
A grifly Cripple for the Fointure’s fake : 

Ter iA free + ot ‘hod you = be fafe, 
And tho we fee their Faults we muft not laugh: 
No, by no means, with any thing be free, 

But Bus’nefs, and its Slave Hypocrify ; 

Rare Doétrine this, .and worthy to.be broach d, 
By {uch alone as fear to be reproach’d, 

By formal Fops, who by devout-Grimace, 

For Saints among the Weak and Women pafs. 
By bufy Rogues who buftle and pretend 

The fair induftrious Dealer to commend ; 

Yet whew an Vfurer or Cheat is foown, - 

They winch, as if the Pitture was their own; 
Are thefe of fuch Importance we fhou’d fear, 
‘To grate upon agriping Mifer’s Ear ? 












































for the Month.of July, 1707. 


Sir Clodpate too is in a mortal Rage, 
To fee his Dogs infulted on the Stage ; 
And when the Fuftice fills the drunken Scene, 
Fe crys the Magiftracy’s made too means .- 
Hard Hap ! If fuch asare to keep the Peace 
Uncenfur'd, may not break it when they pleafes 
The Feft their W orfbips tellus is unjufly 
And dare not our impartial Satyr truft. 
Let "em be ftill offended, és it fit 
That Wit fhou'd yield to them, or they to Wit? 
Shou'd Bards, to humour em, tranfere{stheir Rules, 
And err againft their Art to flatter Fools ; 
What Pow’r fuperior to the force of Senfe, 
Can filence’em, or with their Laws difpenfe ; 
Both Kpaves and Fools muft ftand the Poets Teft, 
And either be a Nufance or a teft. 


Our Poets, faulty as they ave, have fhown, 
Severe Examples to thiserring Town ; 
The Prodigal in Timon’s Fate say fee 
The fad Effects of Vice and Vanity 5 .. ; 
How thofe who crowd the treating Cully’sDoor, 
Court when he’s rich, and curfe him when he’s poor. 
The powder'd Fop an.empty. Fool appears, 
And blufbes at bis own affetted Airs; 
The Gay Coguet may tn this Mirror view, 
How falfe Accomplifbments belie the true ; 
The fickle Fair her Error may perceive, 
And Women uot be falfe, or Men believe ; 
The Ways of Life are [uited to each Kynd, 
And Maniers in the School of Wit refin'd; 
Mex learn tolive, and Women to appear, 
| The Good to pity, and the Badto fear ; 
For- change the Tale.of Foy tothat of Woe, 
And let the Tragick Mufe 7 Terrors fbow: 






















































The Mufes Mercury, 
Can you in K---gs empty Leffons find, 

Such moving Truths to work upon the Mind, 

The Libertine who burns with lawlefs Fires, 

Sinks in the Scene, and in blue Flames expires. 
How oft has Vice been follow’d to the Throne, 

And Tyrant Kings in bloody Colours fhown. 

The Maximins who Jove’s high Wrath defy d, 
Have bled, and for their dreadful daring dyad ; 
Ufurpers in the Fortune of Mackbeth, 

Have [een their Ufurpation end in Death; 

And impious Queens in Nourmahide may fee, 
Nor Rank nor Sex from Heaven's Revenge is free. 


But with what Brow cow’d Coll: -r lafh thofe Scenes, 
That pleas dthe greateft and the beft of Queens: 
What Writer wou'd not of that Work be proud, 
Which Mary lik’d, and Cod-like Anne allow'd. 
~The facred Sifters on the Drama {mild, 

Which he with lewd Reflections has defil'd ; 

And, wiat they deign’d to favour, to condemn, 
Is lefs a Cenfure on the Stage than them ; 

Aad only {uch as durft difown their Sway, 

Would blame the. Poet when they approv’d his Play. 


Ob had our Poets other ways to pleafe, — 
And was their Art as zreat as their Succef{s 5 
Cow d we of nothing but their Srmvut complain, 
Coll---r woud write, and Bedf--d fuarl in vain 3 
The Scene woud triumph, andher Foes with Shame, 
Renounce toeir Error, and record her Fame. 


Were Farce and Fuftian banifb’d from our Stage, 
And jufily did our Poets laugh or raze, . 
The Theaters would thrive, aud Art fucceed, 
And Poets e’re they write would learn to read ; 

































for the Month of ‘July, 1707. 
Nature would be the Writer's faithful Guide, 
And Senfe no longer be by Sound fupply a ; 
Truth wow d prevail, awd Finmour take ber Place, 
And Aétion ue're be injur'd by Grimace. 


* Ob may I live to hail the glorious Day, 
And fing lond Paans, &c. 





* Lord Rofcommon on Tranjl. Verfe. 





To Mrs. fdarfenet. | 
On the Report of a Beauty, 
Which fhe went to {ee at Church. 


By Mrs. 4. Ben. 


S when a Monarch does in Triumph come, 
And proudly leads the vanquifb’dC aptive home, 
The joyful People fwarmin ev'ry Street, - 
And with loud Shouts the glorious Victor meet. 


But others whom Misfortuwe kept away 
Defire to hear the Story of the Day, 
How brave the Prince, how gay bis Chariot was, 
How beautiful he look’d, with what a Grace > 
How rich bis Habit, if he Plumes didwear, 
Or if a Wreath of Bays adorw’d his Hair : 
They think ’twas wondrous fine, and long much more, 
To fee the Congu’ror than they did before. 

X 2 









The Mufes Meréury, 


«So. when as firfi by Fame I only knew — 
The Charms {0 much adetir’d and praisad in you s 
How many Slaves your conqw ring Eyes had won, 
And how the wond’ring Crowd did gazing throng, 
I wifh’d to fee, and half a Lover grew, 
Of fo much Beauty, thomy Rival too. 


I came, Ifaw you, andl muft confefs, 
I wilh’ a my Beauty greater, or yours lefs 
Alas! My whole Devotion you betray d, 
T only thought of you, and only prayd, 
That you might all your jealous Sex out-do 
In Cruelty as well as Beanty too. 
I cal?a Amintas faithle/s Man before, 
But now I find’tis juft he [bould adore. 
Not to love you, if [uch a Sin conld be, 
 Weregrester than his, Pergury to me 5 
Thus while I blame him, y gmt hina too, 
Who can be innocent that looks on you. 




















But, lovely Chloris, you too meanly prize 
The Treafures of your Youth, and of your Eyes, 
Ne’re-hear his Vows that he to others fwore, 
Nor let him.be your Slave, that wasa Slave before ; 
He oft bas Fetters worry and can with Eafe 
Admit them, or dif mifs them, as he pleafe. 
A Virgin Heart you.merit, that ne’refound 
It could receive, till from your Ejes, &@Wound. 
The Soul that nothing but their Force could fear, 
As great, if that canbe, as you are fair. 





‘= 24, 
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SACS 9b Mors. s 5 a 


On the Lofs of her Dog FANCY. 
By Capt. H----s. 


eo 4 


ot | a 5 
> . ° 
: » ‘ . ‘ we i is 4 ¢ 
t ss x ; " 
s ot ; 


Loe, the ( Cr reature you rer loft 
Weenvy and defpife; 
> A Crown is hardly worth the Coft 
| Of Tears from thofe ¢ bright Sens: 


; i. 


While on ‘your ‘La be flepr by Day; 
: And on your Breaft by Night, 
What fruitlefs Vows did Sylvia pay, 
For: oe susin wit: 4 abe 


vin’? Sh cs 
" t ‘, 
The m vane tra B' 


How wortble(s he of fo ‘all Biifs, 
Tole within you Armies ‘ 

He fenfele{s met the fondling KGpss te 
And “ae ge Saw your Charms. 


IV. 


Ah think of this, and foon you'll [ees 
The Weakne{s to deny: 
Let Strephon | be as blest as he, 
fo And Fancy’s Place {upply. 



















The 

























164 _ The, Mufes Mercury, 


The Fir ELEGY of Ovid de Triftibus 
| To his Boox. 


By Mr. Tho. “Uvedale. 





Ishout me, little BOOK, 20 vifit Rome ; 
Alas! thy Mafter muft wot thitier come - 

Go, but all rough, and negligently dreft, 

And let my ¥ ate.be in thy Looks expreft : 

No crimf{on Fuice my gloomy Front adorns,, - 

For gaudy Colours fe uit not Ose that mourns. 

No gay Vermillion paints thy Title-Page, 

But foul it looks, as if abus’d by Age. 

No Oy! of Cedar on thy Leaves beftow, 

Nor with white Corners grace thy fable Brow. 

Let no [mooth Pumice ftone thy Forehead clear, 

But co uncombd, with loofe diforder’d Hair : 

Sach Decorations happy Volumes grace ; | 

W car thou my prefent Fortune in thy Fate. 

Thou muft not be of Blots or Stains afbawi d, 

What Praifecan’ ft thou expett when I’m defam'd. 

Go BOOK, and in my Name the City greet, 

1 thither may return “ne thy Feet s | 

And fince 1 muft noe Romesn Perfon fee, 

At leat PU vifit ber in Poetry: .. ~ | 

If std perhaps among the Crowd there are, 

Who mindful of me, ask thee how I fare. 

That I'm alive, but not in Health, reply, 

Ev’ Life I owe to Cxfar’s Clemency. 

Be careful how thou doft this Matter. touch, 

"Tis better fay too little than too much... 





















for the Month of July, 1707. 165 
Soon as the Reader views what thou baft brought, | 

























His: Mind refl:cis. upon. my former Pault, 

And by the Publick 1 age guilty thought. 
‘Let them railon; be furetion.doft not {peak ; 
Defending makes a feevle Caufe more weak. 
Perhaps thow'lt find fome who my. Fate acplore, 
Nor with dry Eyes can read thefe Numbers ver: 
But [oftly prays, left Spies fhould over-hear, 
That mighty Cxfar would be l/s fevere.: 

For their good Will, may tate, whoe’er they be, 
Ne’er frown on them, as it has frown’ d on me. 
Let grcious Heaven their friendly Wifbes ble{s, 
May God-like Cafar’s dreadful Anger ceafe, 
And l have leave to die at home in Peace. 

But fome will blame thee, BOOK, becaufe not writ 
With the fame Genius, [pritcly Air, andWéit, 
That through my ather Poems brightly {hine, 
And charm the Ear in ev'ry flowing Line. 

The Time and Subject a true Critick weighs, 

Be thofe conftder’d, thou wilt merit. Prasfe. 

From chearful Souls harmonious Numbers flow, 
But mine’s oercaft with Clouds of lafting Woe. | 
Verle ftill requires our Thoughts {hould be at cafe, 
How can I then expett that thefe fhould pleafe, 
Compos’'d in Winter Storms, and on tempeftucus Seas. 
Who can make Poems in.a Fright ?. lfeel 
Methinks againft uy Throat the pointed Steel. 
My Fears for trivial Errors will attone ; ) 
True Criticks will [uppofe my Cafe their own. 
Had Homer but with valf my Woes been preft, 
The Weight had damp'd that Fire which warned bis Breaft. 
No more, my BOOK, be fond.of empty Fame, 
Nor think itto be damn’d by. Fools, a Shame ; 
For Fortune has not been tome fo kind, 


That I with vain Applaufe foould pleafe my Mind. 





2 ie 






































_ The Mufes Mercury, >. 
Time was that Iwas ford to wear the Bays, 

And ftrove by Verfe towin immortal Praife ; 

But now "tis well I don’t tie Mufe abhor, 

Which banifh’d:me to Scythia’s barb’rous Shore : 


Tis well that I can artful Numbers tear, 


His Banifh- 
merit. 


The dang’rous Ocean, where the Storm begun. 


And do not in a Rage the Paper tear. 

Go quickly, littl BUO Ky or thou wilt fee, 
How much I am a toe to Poetry, — 

Think mot becaufe a Strancer thou doft come, 
That thon can’t long conceal d remain in Rome: 
For thonch no Title does thy Forehead gr ace, 
They'll know the Author by thy mournful Face. 
Enter by Stealth, left fome thy Verfe difdain, 
Which cannot, as of old, their Favour gain. 


Tf fome perhaps the dang’rous Page foiwd fear, 


And.e’er they read it, fancy Poyfon there ; 
Bid-them behold the Title Page, theyll find, 
No am’vous Verfes todebauch the Mind ; 

For what I have already writ, I feel 

Too muth, in Wanton Songs again to deal. 
Thou think ft perbaps, but that’s not my Intent, 
Lhat thou to vifit Cxfar’s Court art fent ; 

The Gods of thofe exalted Tow'rs I dread, 


Their Thunders aim’d at my devoted Head. 


Onte Tremember they indulgent were, 


_ But now they frown, and I their Anger fear. 


As from the Fold the Lamb’s afraid to play, 
That once to Wolves was like to fall a Prey: 
So having felt the Arm of Jove before, 


J tremble when I hear his Thunder roar. 


What Pilot that well knows the fhelfy Coaft, 
Will ftcer his Ship, where he before was loft. 
Fain would my T empeft-beatenVeffel fhun, 





Fly, fly the Court, be circum{pcct and wife, ’ : 
And [atisfy thy [elf with vulgar Reader's Eyes. Whit 
bi 
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for the Mofth‘of Julp, 1707. 
While Icarus foar"d. too. high with daring Plumes, 
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He fell, and frombis Hall the Sea its Name alfumes, 


"Tis hard to give Advice in this Affair, 

Unle{s I could my felf be prefent there. 

If thou to Cefar ‘can’ fPAdmittance find, 

Lolling at Eafe,. when Time has calm’a his Mind, 
And do’ ft to Pity fee his Soul inclin’d-: 


Bat have a €are, left thy officious Love, 

Inftead of ferving me, my Ruin prove. 

Weak are my Flupes, my Fears more firongly reign, 
For fhou'd'ft thou raife great Cxfar’s Wrath again, 
How juftly fhould I then of thee complain. 

Bat when thou mak ft my Stud hy Retreat, 

And fit’ ft upon my Desk, thy ones, Seat; * 

Upon the Shelves thy Brothers thou wilt fee, 

Thofe elder Off-/prings of. my Poetry, A 

With equal Care and Pains producd. by me. 

My other. Books all Paper-Labels wear, 

And in their Front their various Titles. bear. 

In a dark Corner thou’ lt three Volumes find, 

To teach, as Rome well knows, foft Love defign'd : 
Shun em, ‘and tell?em. they deferve the Fire, 

For that, like Qedipus,. they’ve. “flaia their Stre. 
And if a Parent?s Words have Pow'r to move, 
Avota ’em, though they fing of Joy and Love, 

Of Shapes transform’d fifteen fad Volumes mourn, 





HisMetamor~ As from my Fan’ral Pile they had been torn: 


pholis, 


Bia ’em, amidft their Transformations, place 


My Judden Change of Fortune and Difgrace ; 
Y¥ 
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. ‘The Mufes Mercury, © 
For ah! her Face és alter?d muchiof Late, 
Unlike se se to my former State, 
A thoufa things befides T have to fay, 
But I’m unwilling to prolong thy Stay ; 
And foould’ft thou carry all I have to fpeak, 
The pond’rous Load the Bearer’s Heart would break. 
"Tis. far, make haft, from my Misfortunes fly: 
Ah! what Land és this to Italy? | 

















A Defcription of a Beauty. 


By Sir T. C. 





AP. 





Venus perhaps might comelier be, 
| - Bat had not [ach Variety, 

















: Prologue fpoken toa Tra 
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for the Month of ‘Stifps'1'707. 169 
I lowe you for your Copper-Nofe, 
The Feature’s ne’ve the worfe ; 
I find the Metal in the Face 
You wanted in the Purfe. 
I love-you for your rotten Teeth, 
A fine new-fancy d Grace ; ‘ 
You wear black Patches in'the Mouth,  « 
"Tis common tn the Face. 
I love you for your Blubber-Lips, 
anthem EThrift propofe, © ~ 
Fit Dripping-Pans they're for your Eyes, 
And Save-Alls for your Nofe. 
+ Venus perhaps might comelier be, 
But had not fuch Variety. 
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nt dy at the New 
Play-houle, in the Hay-Market. 


“By Mr.C—— 


OW bold a Venture does our Axthor-make, 
BO And what falfe Meafures to his Wifes take ? 
How could he hope the Tragic Scene’ fhoula pleafe, 
When Art’s a of, and Senje a loathd Difeafe ? 
What Profpect of Advantage tould he find, 
In the juft bs agp Paffions of the Mind, | 
And the fublimer Draughts of Human-kind ? 
Who liftens now to Nature’s charming Voice, 
When all are pleas’d with empty Show, or Noife? 
Loud tumid Bombaft, or lewd Farce, and Dance, 
The far-fetch'a Trafb of sly and France ? 

ti 2 Odd 


































The Mafes ;Mercury, .. >: 
Odd indigefted Whims, like fick Mens Dreams, 
Th’ abortive Births of Fancy’s wild Extreams ; 
Begot by Ign’rance, without genial Fire, 

Tho pert, and noifie, as their theughtlefs Sire. 
The Chaos of the Brain———— 

When jarring Atoms tn Confufion hurl d, | 
Compofe the medley-State of this mad World, 
Tet thee pleafe now your vitious Palates more, 
Than your wife Sires, the Comick Mufe of yore. 
The Comick Mufe, the Glory.of our Nation, 

Is thrown afide, defpis'd like an old. Faf{bion. 








In vain with Totl the artful Poets ftrove, 
Tour fickle Taft to pleafey.aud to improve ; ° 
For to good Plays when e’er we went aftray, 
You -warn'd us of the Errors of that way ; 


oa ——-We_ftood corretied-by.your awful. Hifs, .—... 





Confcious too late, that we had done amis ; 
Andewith frelptiabourfome new Toy prepara, - 
Which with’your Smiles in Fuftice you reward;. 
For you what various Difbes haverwe dreft, ° 
And what ftrange Olio’s, have fet out our Feaft ; 
Song, Dance, and--Farce,’ PafPral, Rhiming, Rantin; 
And nothing that was odd there fure was wanting. 






This once then, pray forgive th inftructive Scene, 
In Pity to our Bard fulpend your Spleen. 
That the young Fop im time may hit your Taft, 
And make amends for this dire Trefpals paft. 
He fwears if you'll forgive this one Offence, — 
He for your Sakes no more will fin with Senfe. 
He°ll pay the Homage to your Kigour due, ) 
To make you fure his own, he'll think, and write like yo 
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for the Month of Gulp, 1707. yt 


An Explanation of the AANIGMA in 
- the laft M erCury. 


By Mr. All---n, 


Awcy Mufe, pray clip your Wings 
Meddle i oa faved Things. 

Learn by your poor Neighbour’s Fate, 
Not to play with Church or State; 
Let this or that be what it will, 
"Tis for you too mighty ftill, | 
Keep your felf from Fattion clean, 
We {hall foon fee what you mean ; 
No fuch Riddles now will pafs, 
But prove your Mercury az Afs, 


W E are very thankful to the Author of this Explanation, for put- 
: ting us in mind of our Engagement, not to meddle with Fa@ion : 

And we defire the Gentlemen that affift us, not to.draw us into their 

Opinions, by Riddles and: Myfteries. They will not be able to do it 

with Opennefs and Sincerity ; and we fhall avoid being impos’d upon 
_ by them as much as we.can.. However, when the Satyr is general, we 
don’t think we break in upon our firft Stipulations with the Publick, 
All abufive Refle&ions on particular Perfons, if we are con{cious of 
them, we fhall reje&, having the laft Contempt for thofe that have 
endeavour'd to divert the World at the Expence of another Man’s Cha- 
racter ; as being very well fatisfy’d, there is no Villany of which fuch 
a Perfon is not,capable. : : 































194 oe The Mutfes Meréuty, Cnc. 
4 Dilemma upon the Roman Eagle. 
By W. Colepeper, Efq; 





R Hifry’s forg dy and impudently claims, 
For ancient Marlbro’s, great immortal Names, 
Or fumbling Earth, by long Productions worn, 


Cafts Auftrian Sons, and teems in Natareé's Scorn. 





A Song for the next New OPERA. 
‘By the Same. . 


I. Mog 
VW Cloe /miles, refiftle(s Powers 


Iuflame my Heart with am’rous Paffion ; 
But when fhe fcouls, and pouts, and lours, 


: ; | |< Theres no fuch Dowd tn all the Nation. 

| DEBS coysi oo. Bebo 

For Beaus that Eig her, let her burn, | 
Let the Scotch Pox azd French attend her; 


Or let her clear thofe Brows that tarn 
A Venus to the Witch of Endor. 


_ FINTIS. 





tn 5 ——? for the Month of May, p. 108.1. 5. for Show ts Sue. “1. 27. for Cafe 
T. Lape. | 























